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Topic: Being Disrespectful 

Pictures given: A sign that says “Please give up the seat for the disabled”, A 

paper aeroplane, A boy sitting outside the principal’s office 

“Pst pst Jack! Jack!” was all I could hear during Math lesson.  

I turned to where the sound was coming from and saw my friend, Tom, waving 

his hand to get my attention.  

“What?” I snapped.  

After it was clear that my attention was on him, Tom passed me a piece of 

paper, grinning. I opened the note and it read, “I dare you to fold a paper aeroplane 

and throw it at Mrs Tan.” Mrs Tan was our Math teacher. Her frown was her 

signature expression and she never joked around in class. 

I wrote back to him with “No, I don’t want to get caught.”  

After Tom received the note, he scribbled down something and passed it back.  

Good grief! Can’t he just leave me alone? He knows that I have failed my 

Math exam and that I am trying to improve myself. Go bother others instead!  

I just rolled my eyes and crumpled the note up into a ball. After reading the 

rude remarks in his message, I had to refrain myself from slamming the table. I 

glared at Tom. He was quietly laughing to himself and that was when he mouthed 

the words, “Scaredy cat.” Rage sprung forth in me like lava from a volcano.  

How dare he!  

I took out a piece of paper and folded my best aeroplane so that I could get a 

head shot on Mrs Tan.  

“I’ll show you!” I hissed at Tom.  

I took my paper aeroplane and aimed it right in the middle of Mrs Tan’s hair. 

Without thinking twice, I launched the paper aeroplane with all my might. 

“Ouch!” cried Mrs Tan when the sharp tip of the plane poked her squarely in 

the ear. For a moment, there was pin-drop silence. Then, the class laughed so hard 
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that they were clutching their sides. Seeing how much everyone enjoyed my little 

prank, my earlier irritation vanished, and I began chortling loudly with everyone else. 

“Alright, who did that?” Mrs Tan demanded with her face as red as a cooked 

lobster. We could practically see smoke coming out of her ears! The class went 

silent, their eyes glued to the ground. 

“If no one owns up, there will be no recess for this class! How about that?” she 

huffed, arms akimbo.  

The class started groaning and glared at one another.  Everyone was on a 

hunt for the culprit. 

“Mrs Tan, I know who did it.” 

My face paled. I knew that voice. I whipped around to glare at Tom, willing him 

to keep his mouth shut. 

Mrs Tan nodded, signalling him to let the cat out of the bag.  

He then pointed his finger at me and announced firmly, “It was Jack!”  

The whole class gasped. 

“Is it true, Jack?” asked Mrs Tan.  

I stood up and hung my head low. I slowly nodded in shame. My face turned 

as red as a tomato. Mrs Tan was still in disbelief but still sent me down to the 

principal’s office. Standing outside, I shuddered as I awaited my fate. Fear coiled up 

in my belly. Soon, the principal came out and called me in. He told me to take a seat 

and I dared not look at him. I held back my tears and erased them from sight by 

pretending to rub my eye. Meanwhile, the principal just sat there in silence. 

“You know, Jack, Mrs Tan is not so bad. I understand that her lessons may be 

a bore, but she is just afraid that if she makes lessons fun, the class will not pay 

attention anymore. She does work hard to make sure that you guys pass with flying 

colours! She spends so much time making those PowerPoint slides for your class. 

So please try to bear with her.” 
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His words hit me harder than a stern rebuke might have had. Feeling abashed, 

I looked up at the principal and he just smiled kindly. He then said, “You may go 

back to your class now.” 

I dragged my feet back up to class, reflecting on what the principal had said. I 

knew what I needed to do! Bracing myself, I entered the class and strode up to Mrs 

Tan.  

“Mrs Tan, I know what I did was wrong. I was disrespectful to you and should 

not have let Tom goad me into doing what I did. Will you forgive me?”  

Mrs Tan just smiled from ear to ear. That was the first time I saw her smile. 

“Go back to your seat,” she said. I did not know what that smile meant but I 

was pretty sure it meant, “I accept your apology.” 
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